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women, bringing wood and water, and as inoffensive
as children. Many of them, probably young men
without domestic ties, refused to return when the
treaty of peace was signed, but, with a docility which
was as remarkable as their obedience under the atro-
cious treatment of their own government, only asked
for their bread and toleration. I have seen in Get-
tinje, when the men were all on the frontier fight-
ing, Turkish prisoners enough to take possession of
the place if they had been disposed to rise and make
a fight with sticks and stones. This was one of the
most touching phases of that curious war, a warfare
such as the world will hardly see again.

The day after our trip to Kolashin the rain set
in again, and we passed nearly a fortnight more at
the convent before the weather broke and I was
able to set out, taking with me a gang of men to
make the roads passable for my horse, so much had
the rains wrought havoc with the face of the land.
The flooded state of the country and unfordable
rivers forbade the trip to Wassoivich, and I was
obliged, to my great regret, to relinquish it and to
go back to Cettinje, having lost nearly three weeks
in the rain at Moratsha. Eeturning by a different
route from that by which I came, I crossed the
Duboko at a point much lower down than that of
my first striking it, where it makes the most magnifi-
cent trout stream I have ever seen. The trout from
it feed the Moratsha and the Lake of Scutari. In
the Duboko they are caught, according to the state-
ment of a native of the district, as heavy as forty